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find this beautiful custom on the increase, and observed more and
more every year. Some years ago it was on the decline and nearly
discontinued. On Easter Day all the young people come out in
something new and bright like butterflies. It is almost part of their
religion to wear something new on this day. It was an old saying
that if you don't wear something new on Easter Day, the crows wifl
spoil everything you have on.

Between the services a great many people were in the churchyard
looking at the graves. I went to Bettws Chapel in the afternoon.
It was burning hot and as I climbed the hill the perspiration rolled
off my forehead from under my hat and fell in drops on the dusty
road. Lucretia Wall was in chapel looking pale and pretty after her
illness. Coming down the hill it was delightful, cool and pleasant.
The sweet suspicion of spring strengthens, deepens, and grows more
sweet every day. Mrs. Pring gave us lamb and asparagus at dinner.

Easter Tuesday, 19 April

Set off with Spencer and Leonard Cowper at 2 o'clock for Mouse
Castle, By the fields to Hay, then to Llydiart-y-Wain. It is years
since I have seen this house and I had quite forgotten how prettily
it is situated. At least it looked very pretty today bosomed among
its white blossoming fruit trees, the grey fruitful homestead with its
two large gleaming ponds. Thence up a steep meadow to the
left and by some quarries, over a stile in a wire fence and up a lovely
winding path through the woods spangled with primroses and
starred with wood anemones among trees and bushes thickening
green. It was very hot in the shelter of the woods as we climbed
up. The winding path led us round to the back of the hill till at
last, we emerged into a bold green brow in the middle of which
stood a square steep rampart of grey crumbhiig sandstone rock with
a flat top covered with grass bushes and trees, a sort of small wood.
This rampart seemed about 15 feet high. The top of the hill round
the base of the rampart undulated in uneven swells and knolls with
little hillocks covered with short downy grass. One of the knolls
overlooking the wooded side of the hill towards Hay was occupied
by a wild group. A stout elderly man in. a velveteen jacket with a
walking stick sat or lay upon the dry turf. Beside him sat one or
two young girls, while two or three more girls and boys climbed
up and down an accessible point in the rampart like young wild